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A Vacuum BloobttuUer Story 
By Rod R ee d 



n YACINTH DICTAPHONE, secretary to 
Vacuum Bloobstutter, announced, "Mr. 
Shyster T. Mouthpiece is here to see you. Sir. 
He says he has some business for the firm." 
'■. Bloobstutter's heart leaped when he beheld 
the opportunity to get some new business. 
Little did Bloobstutter realize that this seem- 
ingly simple commercial transaction would 
lead to one of his most terrifying adventures, 
endangering his very life. 

It was natural for Bloob to welcome some 
new business. As general manager of the 
United States Hole-Making Corp., makers of 
holes for all occasions, he was worried about 
conditions since the government had ordered 
his company to cease making aluminum holes 
for the duration. 

Mr. Mouthpiece entered. He had a face quite 
a lot like i rat and he also had a ratty mus- 
tache. But Bloobstutter couldn't tell this; he 
had accidentally dropped his glasses and he 
had been unable to look for them until he 
found them. Bloob had weak eyes to match 
his brain — a set. 

Shyster T. Mouthpiece started talking right 
away and spoke very rapidly in a high-pitched, 
nasal voice. "Mr. Bloobstutter," he said, "I 
know you're a busy man and so am I, I am 
busier than a two-armed paperhanger boxing 
a centipede. So I'll get right down to business 
without further preliminaries. I want to buy 
two gross of loopholes from you and I will 
pay you a dollar apiece for them. Is it a deal?" 

"Why, that's fine, Mr. Mouthpiece," said 
Bloobstutter. "It so happens I have two boxes 
of loopholes right here in my drawer. Will 
you take them with you or shall I have them 
delivered?" 

"I'll take them! I'm a man of action! Glad 
to see you are, too. I always say, if you want 



somebody done, do him yourself," As h* talked, 
he brought out a thick billfold and began 
counting out money on the deck. 

Bloobstutter fumbled until he found the 
proper drawer, then pulled out the two boxes 
of loopholes and handed them over. "Pine! 
Fine!" said Shyster. "New if yeuH just sign 
this bill of sale, so I won't be stopped carry- 
ing the boxes out of the building. A mere 
formality. Sign here. Sign here. I believe Is 
signs." 

"But I cant read the document! lost 
my glasses," protected Bloob, 

"Sign it I" urged the Uwyar, bapatiaatly. 
"Mere formality. I'm a busy man. BHg hurry. 
Sign." 

Poor Bloobstutter was stamp***** bw» aigp- 
ing a paper he couldn't read. Shyatar gave him 
the pen and guided his hand ta taw < 
signing place. Whan tha aignatwa bax 
scrawled, Shyster picked up the paper, w 
it in the air for the ink to dry, aad abucklad 
evilly. 1 Then ha picked up tha two bosaa of 
loopholea and headed for tha door, aaytag, "8o 
long, Bloobstutter. See you in jaiir 

This last remark made Bloobstutter qnHe 
apprehensive. Although he reeognltad It a* a 
commonplace saying, regarded by many aa a 
joke, there was something about Shyster's tone 
that made the word "jail" very ominous. 

Hyacinth Dictaphone eventually found 
Bloobstutter's glasses for him so that he was 
able to read the next edition of the newspaper 
He was horrified by what he saw. The head- 
line declared: 288 CONVICTS RELEASED 
FROM STATE PENITENTIARY. 



Crime Wave Expected; Vicious Gangsters 
Freed by Shyster T. Mouthpiece Through 
Legal Loopholes. 
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"Oil. my gracious!" exclaimed Bloobstutter, 
"J wonder where Shyster got all those loop- 
holes?" 

"You sold them to htm," said Hyacinth- 
"Oh, no!" cried Bloob. "I just sold him 
some plain, ordinary loopholes." 

"Uh-uh!" said the secretary. "Look at the 
carbon copy of that document you signed with- 
out reading. It states that wherefore, whereto 
and whereas you have agreed by your solemn 
signature to permit them to be used as legal 
loopholes." 

"Gracious me!" exclaimed Etoob. "I've been 
tricked. 1 thought it was a simple bill of sale." 

Realizing the great danger to the city with 
two hundred and eighty-eight crooks on the 
loose, Bloob decided to do something about it. 
After all, it was his fault for making the loop- 
holes legal. He picked up his magic broom 
that had been standing in the corner behind 
his desk and intoned; "I'm sure there must be 
trouble brewing ; I wish I could se B what those 
crooks are doing!" 
Zlpppppt 

The broom, combining all the better features 
e( a witch broom and a wish broom, not to 
mention « whisk broom, picked him up and 
carried him straight to where the freed con- 
vict! were meeting in the Underworld Union 
Aftembly Hull- They had gathered there to 
decide which ones should rob the banks, which 
•hould rob the jewelry stores, which should 
burn down the Old Ladies' Home, etc. When 
Bloob flew In on his broom, they were rather 
mtprUed to see him, thought not pleased. 

As he landed on the speakers' platform. 
Bloob said in quaking voice, "Listen, fella', 
please go back to prison and don't make use 
of those legal loopholes. It was all a mistake. 
You'll get me in « peck of trouble. Why, my 
gracious, I may even be arrested." 

The crooks all laughed harshly, then some- 
body yelled, "Throw the bum out! Sock him l 
Smash him! Shoot him! Berl him in erl|" 

One of the burly ruffians knocked Bloob"* 
glasses off. Another kicked him in the shins. 
A third punched him in the stomach. The 
Uttle hole-maker fought back gamely, but he 
•u tlightly handicapped, on account ot it 



being odds of two hundred and eighty-eight 
to one— and besides, with his glasses off, he 
couldn't see very well. 

"He's a spy for the bulls! Let's kill him!" 
shouted one of the crooks, taking a junior size 
machine gun from his secret shoulder holster 
and popping a few e1u & 3 around Bloob's head. 

"Sure ! Fine !" exclaimed another crook. "But 
foist leave us have him sweep out de hall wid 
dat broom of hisn. We want our hall to be neat 
and clean, don't we?" 

The word "broom" tripped a lever in Bloob's 
brain. In fear and excitement he had forgot- 
ten the magic broom for a moment. Now he 
clutched it and said, "I'm in a jam! Oh, broorn 
don't fail! I wish this hall would be a jail!" 

Instantly the broom turned Underworld Hall 
Into a jail, imprisoning not only all the crooks, 
but also Shyster T. Mouthpiece, who had just 
come in to collect his fee from his clients. 

"Good boy," said Bloobstutter, patting his 
hroom fondly. 

Bloobstutter was in his office, leaning back 
In his swivel chair, hands behind his head, as 
he dictated a letter. Hyacinth sat before him. 
her shorthand pad in hand, writing rapidly. 

". . . and therefore, as of this date, the United 
States Hole-Making Corporation will discon- 
tinue the manufacture of loopholes. There is 
the ever present danger that any loopholes 
may be turned into legal loopholes by un- 
scrupulous men, thus endangering the com- 
munity." 

Hyacinth looked up from her pad, her ad- 
miration for the boss unconcealed. She spoke: 

"But, Mr. Bloobstutter, you were in Under- 
world Hall when it turned into a jail. How did 
you escape?" 

Bloobstutter chuckled, reached Vnto his coat 
pocket, and held up an object. "I just happened 
to have this with me," he said. "I used to carry 
It around as a sample on sales trjps. It's a legal 
loophole.'' 

THE END 



Read the antics of VACUUM BLOOB- 
STUTTER in each issue of MASTER 
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50 yW THOUGHT 
YUH COULD RUN 
OFF WITH THE, 
SWAG, FSISCO ? 
YUH SHOULD HAVE 
KWOWN VUH y jj"; 
COULDN'T GET fnAONEY THE 
AWAY WITH / GANG STOLE 
~ 1 I/AND TRIED TO 
r GET AWAY WITH IT 
I HIMSELF! BUT THE 
OTHER TWO COYOTES 
HELPEP THEMSELVES 
\ MONEY ' 




